IX
MARY FRASER TYTLER

Mary Fraser Tytler1 first met Watts when she and her sister visited
his studio at Little Holland House. They were the daughters of
Charles Edward Fraser Tytler, Scotch landowner and formfer
member of the Indian Civil Service.2 Brought up simply in the High-
lands, they approached an interview with Watts in a spirit of unfeigned
reverence. Was it not something when they were both scarcely twenty to
have a private meeting with the Signer? They waited breathless with anti-
cipation in a room with a blue ceiling wondering what they would say to
the great man. The elder sister had met Watts before, and had found him
charmingly quiet after Mrs. Prinsep's frightening gush, but for Mary it was
a first meeting.

At length the summons came. Like the Terry girls, the two Miss Fraser
Tytlers paused at the red baize door of the studio to which a card had
been pinned: *I must beg not to be disturbed till after two o'clock/ Mary
read the notice with awe. She vaguely wondered what Mr. Watts was like.
The visit went well. She was charmed with the atmosphere of the studio.
It was so full of glorious and noble aspirations which completely satisfied
the direct simplicity as well as the romanticism of her nature. It seemed to
her that the studio was a fairy castle and that Watts was a wonderful
knight. *I would not have been surprised*, she wrote later, *if on another
visit I had found him all clad in shining armour/3

The two Miss Fraser Tytlers had artistic ambitions. The elder as a poet,
Mary as a painter. Mary had shown considerable talent in drawing and
watercolour and wanted to make it her career. She had never been very
happy with her stepmother and a continental visit had made her more
ambitious to be independent. She was now eager that her father should
allow her to study art in London.

She assured him that she would pay Ber own way, for the Fraser Tytlers

were by no means rich. The meeting with Watts was, therefore, a step in

her career. It was also more than that, for Watts was to her the only

painter* He was, she wrote, *the painter of painters for me/

Watts* adoring young visitor was twenty-one, and her face was as simple

1849-193 8*     .    2 The family was a distinguished one in Scotch history.
M.S Watts    p. 289